ACT THREE
SCENE I
A forest. It is night-time. Great moist tree trunks. A dark atmosphere. Two
violins are heard.
[THREE WOODCUTTERS enter.]
FIRST WOODCUTTER: And have they found them?
SECOND WOODCUTTER: No. But they're looking for them every-
where.
THIRD WOODCUTTER: They'll find them
SECOND WOODCUTTER: Sh-h-h!
THIRD WOODCUTTER: What?
SECOND WOODCUTTER: They seem tojbe^mjng doser on all the
roads at once.
FIRST WOODCUTTER: When the moonwmes/out they'll see them.
SECOND WOODCUTTER: They ought to let them go.
FIRST WOODCUTTER: The world is wide. Everybody can live in it
THIRD WOODCUTTER: But they'll kill them.
SECOND wo OD CUTTER: You have to follow your passion. They did
right to run away.
FIRST WOODCUTTER: They were deceiving themselves but at the
last blood was stronger.
THIRD WOODCUTTER: Blood!
FIRST WOODCUTTER: You have to follow the path of your blood.
SECOND WOODCUTTER: But blood that sees the light of day is
drunk up by the earth.
FIRST WOODCUTTER: What of it? Better dead with the blood
drained away than alive with it rotting.
THIRD WOODCUTTER: Hush!
FIRST WOODCUTTER: What? Do you hear something?
THIRD WOODCUTTER: I hear the crickets, the frogs, the night's
ambush.
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